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own safety. It's a matter of personal choice, sir. In any case, I am
giving you this bar to defend yourself. But which would you prefer,
sir, locked or unlocked ?"
Black or white coffee for the prisoners ? Cell doors locked or
unlocked? I weighed up how effective the iron bar as a weapon
might be and decided to have my cell door left open.
"But if nothing happens you won't try to escape, sir ?"
"I promise that if all is well you will find me tomorrow in
this cell," I answered with complete sincerity.
"God bless you, sir/3 he replied fervently, and went off to put
his thoughtful choice to some other enemy of this difficult republic
of an amazing people.
I got so keyed up that night I tried to communicate my excite-
ment to the occupant of the next cell, Tereschenko, Minister for
Foreign Affairs in the late Provisional Government, by tapping
Morse on the wall to him, but got no answer. When it seemed to
be around midnight I could bear the inaction no longer. Leaving a
bundle to look like a body in my bed, I opened the cell-door and
crept out into the corridor.
I had no intention of escaping. I wanted just to explore. In the
outer courtyard I could hear a crowd singing mournfully to the
monotonous wheezing of a concertina. Across the corridor a door
led into the inner courtyard where we usually had our exercise.
In the centre of this yard was the bath-house and on the other
side of that a door which I knew led into the dark passages of the
bastion. I made for this first. The door was not locked but it was
so heavy it was almost more than I could do to push it open. Im-
mediately I had to drag with all my strength to pull it close again
because the first thing I heard on the other side was the jingle of
" keys and the sound of approaching voices. There was no time to
recross the courtyard. But the voices remained on the other side.
One of them was Blagonravoff. He was making sure that the door
was unlocked. He pulled it open a few inches. I flattened myself
against the courtyard wall. The door was pushed back close again.
The voices and keys receded on the other side.
When I dared to try again the door swung more easily back
on its rusty hinges. Leaving it open behind me, I found myself in
a very dark passage. Putting my back to the wall I took careful
steps crab-wise forward, feeling with my hand along the wall in
front of me. The ground was firm, but it became darker the further
I penetrated from the faint moonlight leaking in through the half-
open door-way. I kept on going in pitch darkness until I came to
a gap of light on a level with the floor of the passage-way. There
were iron bars across it, but looking through I could see snow-